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^    .    Muiriand  Willie 
p        Maggy  Lauder 

As  I  walk'd  by  my  felt 

Sandy  o^er  the  Lee 


Muirland  Wiflk* 


H ARKEN  and  I  will  tell  you  how 
Young  muiriand  Willie  came  to  woo> 
Tho'  he  couM  neither  fay  nor  do  ; 

The  truth  1  t€41  to  you. 
But  ay  he  cries,  Whate'er  betide, 
Maggy  Vie  hae  her  to  be  my  bridcj 
With  a  fel,  dal,  kc. 


On  his  grey  yad  as  he  did  ride, 
Wi'  durk  and  piftol  by  his  fide. 
He  prick'd  her  on  vvi'  miekle  pride, 

Wi'  uiieide  mirth  and  glee, 
Out  o'er  yon  niofs,  oiat  o^er  yon  muir^ 
Tiilhe  can;ie  to  her  daddy's  door. 
With  a  fal,  clal,  &c* 

foodmin,  quoth  he,  be  ye  within, 
boj-ne  your  doughter's  love  to  win, 
sna  for  nia'king  iniekle  din  j 
that  anlwer  ^i'  ye  me  ? 
ij  wooer,   cuoth  he,  wou'd  ye  hgh 
down, 

|e  you  ipy'  dcugliter's  lore  to'xv^'n, 
AVith  a  id}^  dal, 


• 


Now  wooer,  fin'  ye  are  lighted  down. 
Where  do  ye  won,  or  in  what  town  j 
J  think  my  doughter  winna  glodm. 

On  fie  a  lad  as  ye. 
The  wooer  he  ftep'd  into  the  houfe. 
And  wow  but  he  was  wondrous  croufe. 
With  a  fal,  dal,  &c;^ 

I  have  three  owfen  in  a  pleugh,  ' 
Twa  gude  ga'en  yades,  and  gear  fcnmigh, 
The  place  they  ca'  it  Cadeneugh  ; 

I  leorn  to  tell  a  lie  ; 
Befides,  I  hae  frae  tne  great  laird, 
A  peat-pat,  and  a  lang  Icail-yard, 
With  afaldal,  &c. 

The  maid  put  on  her  kirtl^  brown, 
She  was  the  brawed  in  a'  the  town  j 
I  wat  on  him  flie  didna  gloom. 

But  blinkit  bonnilie. 
The  lover  he  (tended  up  in  hafte. 
And  grip'd  her  hard  about  the  waift, 
With  a  fal,  dal,  &c. 

To  win  your  love,  maid  Tm  come  herCj 
I'm  young  arid  hae  enough  o'  gear  j 
And  for  myfell  you  needna  fear. 

Troth  iry  me  whan  you  like* 


He  took  afF  his  bonnet,  and  fpat  out  his 
chow. 

He  dighted  his  gab,  and  he  prieM  her  mou% 
With  a  fal,  dal,  &€• 

The  maiden  blufh'd  and  bing'd  fu  law. 
She  hadna  wiil  to  fay  him  n a. 
But  to  her  daddy  flie  left  it  a* 

As  they  twa  cou'd  agree. 
The  lover  he  gae  her  the  tither  kifs, 
Syne  ran  to  her  daddy  and  tell'd  him  this. 
With  a  fal,  dal,  &c. 

Your  doughter  v/ad  na  fay  me  na. 
But  to  yourfell  {he's  left,  it  a', 
As  we  cou'd  ^gree  between  us  twa  ; 

Say,  what'il  ye  gie  me  wi*  her  ? 
Now,  wooer,  quo'  he,  I  hae  na  meikle. 
But  lic^s  I' hae,  ye's  get  a  pickle, 
With  a  fal,'  dal,  &c, 

A  kilnfu*  of  corn  Til  gie  to  thee, 
Three  fqums  of  (beep,  twa  good  milkkye, 
Ye's  hae  the  wadding  dinner  free ; 

Troth  I  dow  do  nae  main 
Content,  cuo'  he,  a  bargain  be't, 
Vm  far  frae  hame,  ixiak  hafte,  let's  do't, 
With  a  fal,  dal,  &c. 
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The  bridaiday  it  came  to  pafs, 
Wi*  moay  a  t^lyihfoine  lad  and  lafs  ; 
But  ficken  a  day  there  never  was^ 

Sic  mirth  vi'as  never  feen. 
This  winfome  couple  ftraked  hands, 
Mefs  John  tyM  up  the  marriage-bands^^ 
With  a  fal,  dal,  &g. 

And  our  bride's  maidens  were  na  few^ 
\Vi*  tap-knots,  lug-knots,  a' in  blewj 
Frae  tap  to  tae  they  were  bra'  new^ 

And  blinkit  bonnilie. 
Their  toys  and  mutches  were  fae  clean. 
They  glanced  in  our  ladses  een, 
With  a  falj  dalj 

Sic  hirdumv  dirdum,  and  fic  din. 
Wi'  lie  o^er  her,  and  fhe  o*er  him  ; 
The  minftrels  they  did  never  blip/. 

Wi*  miekle  mirth  and  glee. 
And  ay  chey  bobitj  and  ay  they  beck't. 
And  ay  their  wames  together  met, 
Withr  a  falj  dal,  &c. 


Mnggy  Lauder. 


'^'^Yi^h.  wad  na  be  in  iove 

\'  ''1/  "  W- V  bonoy  Maggy  Lauder  ? 
A  piper  met  her  gaum  to  Fife, 

And  fpeir*d  what  was't  they  ca'd  her 
Right  fcornfully  fhe  anfwer'd  hini. 

Begone,  you  hcillanfhaker, 
Jog  on  your  gate,  you  biadderfkate-. 

My  name  is  Maggy  Lauder. 

Maggy,,  quoth  he,  and  by  my  bags, 

Pm  fidging  fain  to  fee  thee  5. 
Sit  down  by  me,  my  bdnny  bird. 

In  troth  I  winna  fteer  thee  • 
For  Tm  a  piper  to  my  trade. 

My  name  is  Rob  the  Ranter, 
The  laffes  ioup  as  they  were  daft 

When  I  blaw  up  my  chanten 

Piper,  quoth  Meg,  hae  you  your  bags 

Or  is  your  drone  ill  order ; 
If  you  be  Rob,  Vve  heard  of  you. 

Live  you  upo'  the  border  ; 
The  laffes  a',  baith  far  and  near, . 

Have  heard  of  Rob  the  Ranter ; 
ril  fhake  my  foot  vvi'  right  good  will, 

Gif  youli  blaw      your  chanter. 


Then  to  his  haga  be  flew  fpeed. 

About  the  drone  he  twifted  ; 
Meg  up  and  waUop'd  o'er  the  green. 

For  brawly  ftie  could  frilk  it. 
VYeel  done,  quoth  he ;  {)iay  up,^  quoth  (he, 

Weel  bobM,  quoth  Rob  the  Ranter, 
'  lis  worth  my  while  to  play  indeed, 

Wl]^en  1  hac  lie  a  dancer. 

Weel  hae  you  play'd  your  part,  quoth  Meg. 

-  Your  cheeks  are  like  the  crimfon ; 
There's  nane  in  Scotland  plays  fae  weel, 

Since  we  loft  Habby  Simpfon. 
Fve  liv'd  in  Fife,  baith  maid  and  wife, 

Tiiefe  ten  years  and  a  quarter  ; 
Xiin  ye  ihould  come  tOjEnfter  fairj 

Speir  y€  for  Maggy  Lauder. 

I  walked  by  nrjself 
A     I  walk'd  by  myielf,  I  faiu  to  rayfeif^ 
\Jr%:.    ^"^^  myfelf  faid  again  to  me^ 
Look  weil  to  thyfeif^  take  care  of  thylelf^ . 
For  nobody  cares  for  thee* 

Then  I  anfwer'd  to  irn  felf,  and  faid  to  my- 
With  the  (elf-fiiiie  repanee,  [lelf, 

Look  well  to  ihyflliV  or  not  to  thylelf, 
h's  the  feif-iame  thin^;  to  nie. 


Sandy  o^er  the  Lee. 

IWINNA  marry  ony  man,  but  Sandy  o'er  tfce  Imr 
I  winna  hae  the  dominee,  lorgude  he  canna  be. 
But  I  will  hae  my  Sandy  lad,  my  Sandy  o'er  trig  ke,. 

For  he's  aye  a  kifilng,  kiffiag,  kiiiing, 
Aye  a  kiffing  ine. 

I  will  not  hae  the  mhuiler,  for  all  liis  godly  looks,^^ 
Her  yet  will  I  the  lawyer  have,  for  ail  nis  wyn^ 

crooks.;  .11  t  *-u 

I  will  not  have  the  ploughman  iad,  nor  yet  vv^U  I  the 

miller,  .  .  , 

But  I  will  I  hae  rr.y  Sandy  lad,  without  one  penny 

filler.  ^      n  ' 

For  he's  aye  a  kiiimg,  &c. 

I  will  not  hae  the  U)ldier  lad,  for  he  gangs  to  the 

I  will  not  h.e  the  lUilor  lad,  bycauib  be  mells  o  t^. 

I  will  not  have  the  lord  nor  .and,  for  all  their  nacklc 

Bur  I  wli  lie  my  Sandy  lad,  my^Sanc^y  o'er  the  meli 
For  he's  aye  a  kui;ng, 


F  IN  I  &^ 


